*the Htjlory of 

iW.Yoa rogue* here’s Lime in this Sack t©o,there is nothin™ 
bur roguery to be foundin villaaous manjyet a coward is work 
then a cup of faicke with limeinit. A villan jus coward, go foy 
waies.old Uel(e,dic when thou wiit:’if manbood.good man- 
hood be not forgot vpon the face of the earth, then am I a foot, 
t«i herring : there Hues not 3. good men vnhangd in EngUnd. 
and oneofthemis fat, andgrowesold ; C od helpcthcwhile-j 
bad world I fay si would 1 were a wcauer, I could fing Plalmel 
brany thing. A plague of all co ward s,I fay ftill. 

‘Prince.Hovj now Woilackc, what mutter you ? 

Fa/. A Kings Son. ? if I doc not beat thee out ofthy Kingdoms 
with a dagger of Lath, and driueall thy Sublets afore thee 
likeaflocke of Wild-gecfe,jle rnuer weare haire on my face 
more, you Prin ce of Wa/et. 

Prin.why, you horfon round man, what’s the matter? 

Fal. Are you not a coward ? anfwer mec to that, and P»i»tt 
there. 

Tr#*. Zounds yefat paunch, and ye call me coward, by the 
Loi d He ftah thee. 

F*l. I call thee coward ?j!e fee thee damn’d ere I call thee 
toward, but, I would giue athoufand pound 1 could runne as faft 
as thou canft. You are ftraighc enough in the fooulden , you 
care not who fees your backe : call you that backing ofyour 
friends ? a plague vpon fuch backingtgiue nice them that will 
face me, giuemea cup of facke,Iama rogue if I drunke today. 

Pkn, O villainc, thy lips arc Icarce wip’d fince thou drunk’ft 
kft. Fa/. All’s one for that. He trinket. 

A plague of <all cowards ftill,fay I. 

P tin. Whacs the matter? 

Fa/. What’s the matter?heere bee foure of vs, bauetanea 
thoufand pound this morning, 

Prince. Where isicj/rfc^,whereis it ? 

Falf. Whereisit ? taken from vsit is i a hundred vpon 
poore foure of vs. 

Prbi. What,a hundred, man? 

F4/.I am a rogue, if I were*«t at halfe fword with a doze 
of them two houres together. Ibaue fcaped by miracle. Iam 
eight times thruftthorow the Doublet, foure therow the 
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Hofe, my buckler cut thorow and thorow, my Sword hack ’t 
like a hand-fawj*c<* Incuer dealt better fince I was a 

man,all would not do.A plagueof al! cowards, let themfpeake; 
if they fpeake more orlefTe then truth, they are villaincs, and 
the fonnes of darkneffe* 

Gad. Speake how was it ? 

Ref. We foure fet vpon a dozen. 

Falf. Sixtecneat leaf!, my Lord. 

Rejf. And bound them. 

Pete. N*,n©, they were not bound. 

Falf. You rogue,they were botind,euery man of them, or I 
am a lav cifo,an Hebrew /eye. 

Rojf i As we were fharing,(bme 6. or *] /refo men fet vpon vs. - 
Falf \ And vnbound the reft, and then come in the other, 

P«w. What, foughtye with them all ? 

Falf. AH ? 1 know not what you call all: but if I fought not 
withfiftyofthem,Iama bunch of Radifh tif there were not 
two or three and fifty vpou poore old tack ^ then am I no two- 
leg’d creature. 

p<«*.Pray God you hauenotmtirthered fbme ofthem. 

Fa/. Nay that’s paft praying for , I haue pepper’d two of 
them : Two 1 am furel haue payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
futes : I tell thee what, Ha/jf I tell rhee a lie, (pit in my facejcal 
mecHOrle sthou knoweft my old word .- here Ijjay,and rhus ! 
bore my points fore rt^uesin Buckrom let diiueat mte. I 1 
Prin.W haf/om e?tho« fa’idft but two,euen tfoWv 
Fa/.FoureHa/. I told thee foure. 

Pow. 1 , 1 ; hee faid foure. 

I; 

Target, . 

Prtn. Seuen?why there were but foure, efienhow. 

Pal. In Buckrcm. 

Pom, I/oure, in Buckrom futes. 
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